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How Mother Nature Tears Away the Tiiisel. 

T HE girl, storm ful and rebellious, “You've got to 'treat an apple tree as swift as her’anger liad been; ten- ferred the simpler name upon hL 
had come out of the old farm* right If you. want It to hear right.” derness swept her. Hho pressed simple lips, 

house above Fraternity and She came gingerly to his side and against him, where he sat beside the * + * “ ’*** " 

without much caring In which Inspected, the dO»tet art.<T. »aKdd QU*s- table, and with her thin arm drew H7HEK the snow thinned and dlsau- 
dlrectlon she turned walked across the tfpns gbftut U, .Crinkling her nose at his hand against her flesh less, bosom. W A fl , , 

stubbie of the freshly cut meadow the smell. Of the dust; and he an*. ."You're not either, papa!" she cried f & ' . new gra "“ pushed 

toward tin- edge of the woods at the n+rrcd her questions, farming a passionately, "You’re always so pa- grftenly **P through the brown tbaj. 
crest of the hill. •■-little at her interest in that which ti^nt with me. But I do* wish' you'd clothed the fields, she ’was stronger 

This meadow was really a high was dear to him. She perceived that i a tk to johnny Dreet” , than sho had ever been. Her arms 

plateau; It was fringed with bushes she pleased him, and pretended even He reached up to touch lter_.cti©ek were rmindinir i.. r . uu „ m < nn . -i. 

which grew along the crumbling stone greater Interest,.and smiled at him caressingly. “That's all rtglit, hopey," ** s ° 

wall which bordered it. and with birch in her ‘most charming * fashion, he said. proportions for which it was designed, 

and wild cherry trees here and there Turned from the machine to the trees -But you-will talk to Johnny?” and her color no longer required c.xter- 

along its edge. Between these trees about them, plucked an apple and bit The man nodded at la8t nal application. 

ik.*"- * r,lw WUh * r,K “’- Lucy ' nrr ,ok,ra " whenj< r>'«>«•■*.> 

SSSVT^ -JOHNNY dree found a little time, iEEw ‘to 

village. ahut off Its Ignition and give hi* even during the. busy week, of nearoli out t|)e borers In the bake of 

There had been a light shower at time to her. Bhe discovered’* waxy thu aPI ,| e i,|ckl,iK. to go with Moore tho and kill them with a bit of 

dawn, scarce eutflcleiu to settle the bandage upon- one. of the tree, and , Ma, orchard and t«v search ' vlro or with a plug of P oisr,nedcot- 

dust; and the air, thus clarified, lent axked what It was,and,he told her r u “' b>* orchard, and-to. search ?on and a „ -, h0 othc y my.lerles of.’ 






proportions for which it was designed, 
and her color no longer required exter- 
All nal application. 

When Johnny took Moore into his 
own orchard*! and showed him how to 






SHE STARED UNsEEINGLY ACROSS THE LOVELY LAND. 


— 


."Where do 'you live?" .she asked j M ome. and showed Luoy how to eon 
ireseptly. .•‘That house up there? I tlnuo it. Bade Moore, plow under tin 


with you. Dree. I’d like to shako 
vouj Uand." 

The stole 'patience of the farmer. 


lovely colors to the countryside. There j It was a. graft, and would, have filled , »>ut the treeg scattered along the* orchardry, Lu«Vy like to go along, and it h you. Dree. I'd like to shako 
were <h*ep green of hemlock and spruce : *onle explanation, but her attention j atone walls. He began the work of learned to do these tasks us well as vouj hand." 

and pine, etraggllbg tracery of hack-j flitted elsewhere. \ j pruning and trimming them, showed Johnny and better than her father! The stoic'patience of the farmer, 

mataok, lighter green of the birch tops j ."Where d? *you live? • slw Mode. and showed Lucy how to con- Aid- The trees throve and ftut out a| wild serves „a capricious master and 

almost yellow in the heart of the presently. • “That house up there. tlnuo It. Lade Moore, plow under thu ttrent burst of bloom, and all the hill-j tlntlshig rhgst''treasured worjts easy- 

woods; the blue of distant hillsides; “Ves." . f thick sod Around the base of each **Me was aglow with color. Lucy be- I'ally. ‘ destroyed by that master’s 

the blue of the sky; the yellow glory | "la It your house?’ • . • tree. "Nothing • like, grass to steal * rHU tr * hope of release from this slightest whim, takes time to learn, 

of sunlight drenching everything. In. *\My mother^* and mine,’’It* replied. th# Wftt6P an app j 0 tree „©* ds< “ j ie l dn« bondage here. When the apples*! but is a mighty armor when it has 

an uncut strip of meadow white daisies, . She turtied the full battery of her rxp | a | ned “Grass is worse ..than wei * e 80ir th * market was good, been put on. It was Johnny Dree’s 

bloomed. There were birds about. eye* upon him. hy 1 J®? weeds." Before the snpw cupm much Johnn >’ thought they might make five j heritage; it-was. in remoter Jibe, .the. 


J did. The trees throve and Put out a | wild reryes„a capricious master and 
great burst of bloom, and all tlie lull- ! tlnds hls rhgst'^reas.ured works ensu- 


w My mother'^ and mine," lid replied. t j |f( water an app j 0 tree needs,” lie l<inR bondage here. When the apples- but is u mighty armor when It hai 
. She turtied the full battery of her rxp | a | ne< j “Grass la worse ..than 8olf h If the market was good, been put on. It was Johnny Dree’i 

»ye« upon him. “ty hy haven t you weed8 .. Before the snow came 'much' ^ ollnny thought they might make five heritage; it-was, in remoter line, .tin 


or «Jx hundrod dollars in a year. herltagfe' also of Whiter Moore. It 
Then bne'mldnlght she awoke shiv- bore theni through tfiht summer and 
crlng in a sharp blast fronFher open through th© fyost-hued glory of the 
window, and drew fresh*- blankets fall.- • 

over .her; and-in the morning there There-is a pleasure in a task well 
was white frost on the ground, and done, regardless of reward, and when 


bloomed. There were birds aooui. V £ * weeds." Before the snpw cum© much Jonnny tney mignt make live heritage; it was. In remoter line. .the. 

But to ad these matters, Lucia come up to see a fellow, she asked. ha<J ^ Qnc Moore said once or "l x hundrod dollars in a year. hefitagfe'also of Walter Moore. It 

Moore was objlvlous. She knew only "I’ve been awfully lonesome here. diffidently: Then One'mldnight she awoke shiv- bore then! through thht summer and 

thRt her father was stubborn and un- % He’was not,at-all dlscqn^trted, • • > # h . ©ring in a sharp blast from”her open through th© frost-hued glory of the 

reasonable^ ke** mother euplne. ■ the, .to-tad expected him -to be. ”1 ™ “'help me Avlndow , . and drew ,„ sh . M anke.« MV ‘ 

^■orld at an 111 turn. Drops of water hadn t thouBht of .lt. _he said. In But John - ny g hnok 1Ua ‘ haa(L ■ owr J»er: and-In the morrrinir there There-Is a pleasure In a task well 

t,n the atubble wet her ankles: dust t>retty bUBy. don’t want to hire hela'Vntv «h.w " as wh * ,e on the ground, and done, regardless of reward, and when 

and water combined to muddy her !m- “1’ouTl think of It' now, won t, * r ~ ry Johnny came-up the Hill with a phlto- floore surveyed his trees he found 

er-ietlcable shoes;, an. occasional you?" she begged prettily. She was, *’ ? a,d ' - C .?L B ,*’ UP - sophle .smile upanlils face. Moore this pleasure. Johnny Dree confirmed 

Sramble^tore at her silken stocjtings. thfs ’meting, ■ in a .reckless mood: « ™1«" n-u Ibusy a f YdU.eau met h|n, at ; the kitchen door. it. 4hey‘re l|ke money in the bank. 

b She’ came to the stone wall at the she had .been, was still, a spoiled h f| r mow Ith li»ylng.a«a some •'WclJ,^ said Johnny .xK»wd,’. "We Mr. Moore," he said. "You can’t lose 

trink. of the hill and chose’a large child, * . '/ • w'btl'l do well this year.:.. 4lils frost it. and' it pays you interest right 

. „ „. lrt . r half-shaded bv an apple .tree ,‘T might," he assented, and she Th * marc,)4< fhas pipped them. . I no, not hear- **l<Mtk. We’re due for a gdod apple 

Jn run to suckers, and sat thought again there was a smile • Th* crisp sunshine of-fall-days. ,„ K will give yopr trees a Chance to year next year." 
that was a propped upon a deep, hidden In his eyes, with frost tingling th« air, gave get;a better otprt." , .. Moore nodded. 'Tin beginning to 

<Jown . , ' her elbows on her knees. “I'm used to .having boys crazy to way to bleaker weather, and then-to Moore accepted the • calamity with Ukc it here," he assented. "It was 

, -i m clipped In her hands. The come and see me," she said wistfully; the full rigors of hsral, cold, when mild protest. Said blankly: "No ftp- tough at first. But I’m no worse in 


•that was ail propped upon a deep, hidden. In his eyes, with frost tingling In- tire air, gave get a better start." 

down rn It. mr on her Un „ e!1 . "I'm used to .having boys crazy to way to bleaker weather, and then to Moore accepted the calamity with 

stone below. . h aiu3s. Tlie come and see me," she said wistfully; the full rigors of harsh cold, when mild protest. Said blankly: "No fln- 

her chin euppeo d h er Ups and he did smile: and she was satis- snow lay thick across tlfe-hills,, hlan- pj. s. Wliy, I’ve got to have some- 

girls ejes wc . eolor not, fled with this much of victory, and ketlng everything. tiling-" 


l to have home- debt than I was last year, and I 

B „, a ww- "y w hlnt of co ior not fled with this much or vie to ry, ana Keun K everytWiUf. Uiin K -” . / • ought to pull out when the trees be* 

pouted, mtrt h and turned and run away.. From the bor- The routine of little tasks laid it- Rlit Lnc*v wa « n*.* , nin r* « K i n to bear.’’ 

her Eyebrows 0 were plucked to a thin der of the orchard she looked back self upon Moore. »nd upon his wife. the , he ktt J ch ^ beh ,^ h , r fcVherX " A >‘" ^ Johnny Drec ’ 

line their smooth arch distorted by and lifted her ’ hand to him. He hven Lucia, in greater and. greater pushed past him arid out upon the K nt something to build on, now. It’ll 

the frown she wore. Her dress was touched hfs hat In a restrained fash- degree, submitted to it. But revolt PO rch, her eves ablaze "No apples’" go easier, from now on" 

abort and her present posture revealed ion by way of response: and she was always very near the surface in sho cried. In a voice like a scream. * ... ,, „ 

, p ’ Wji uu formed legs, which con- ascended the hill, at peace With the the girl. .One day ehe met ’Johnny “Why not?" ^ * **■ r '** 

firmed the almost emaciated slimnewf world again. Drt "-' ‘ h ® »»d, and he asked In "This frost has killed them." said rnffoOliB had learned mi 

of her figure. She stared unseelngly - And this was the first encounter a friendly way. "Well, you getting to Johnny, his eyes hardening. A1 that > 

Across the lovely land. between the tender of trees and Lucia like it here?- She almost sprang at him. beat on so h ad Lucy And ro 

* * * * Moore. Bhe was In III humor that morning, his broad chest with her fists, ar.U" j.-.p Lm v was tcac 

w^/vn-v ,h. .lone below .her and to * * * * and she flamed at him. "Oh, I hate tears streamed down her face. “Ytt'liJ aL.'v. -ever had » 


D OWN the slope below her and to 

the right, Johnny Dree was dusting TfTBH father 
his orchard. His well-trained team n durI tf 
knew their work: they drew- the sledge 


„ . . . , „ ne QBKea » n Tins frost has killed them,” said Tt/fOOR.*; had learned many things in 

© first encounter a friendly way. "Well, you getting to Johnny, his eyes hardening. iVl 

■if trees imd Lucia like It ht>PA^ . - these months that had gone, and 

trees ana uuc,a iikc it here. Sh* almost sprang at Jilm. beat on t. 1cv Ana had johnny 

' ‘ She Was ,n 111 humor that morning, his broad chest udth hep fists, ar.d' lJree Lu * was teaching him a 

ft" a I hate“i?m h bl t, V u at * ', e ‘| 8 v rf T'f" dOWn h r r ,aCe ’ “^"It'hlng he had never had time to learn; 

hought the farm “’ 1 * Bt ® Bhe r ^ ,Bh fo °'’ \ ou foo 1 ,: ^ “led. "There’ve B „, * aB teaching him to play. When 

inter from Dan I d a f v « r ‘his damned hole, got to be app^s. Ther.-vo got fo be! Bnow Pame | ie brought her one day 

But papas got us into It, and we 1 ou said there would be! -You said< ^noVshoes. and thereafter they ocea- 


his orchard. His weii-trameo the winter from Dan ^ 0 De ’ snow came he brought her one day 

knew tlietr work: they drew the sledge} Augusta ., P pas eot “ 8 ln ‘°',1‘. and we 'ou said there would be. ’’You said sn owshoes. and thereafter they occa- 

o which he had secured the dusting Howe, who moved away to Augusta, cant get out. and there’s nothing to « we worked there would be! If we E ,„nallv tramped the woods together, 

machine up and down between the tfan. Fraternity said, made a good do but work and work. Sometimes sprayed the trees! Oh. you make me flowing the meandering trails of 

wide-spaced rows; and Johnny himself thln? out Q f it. He had paid etgh- 1 ' vls 'h I were dead." sick, with your lies! Oh, I hate this the small creatures of the forest, 

controlled and directed the blast of ^ before and , ,,e ’ ad never h *a>’d’her swear be- '«•»' ‘ ha ‘« the damned trees-—■” marktng where a partridge had left 

dust which smothered the trees;, <lr- fore, and he looked at -her -in some Johnnj” aurprleed her. He took her a delicate tracery of footprints In the 

positing itselJ on every Ic-yf and twig, had sold off $300 worth of hardwood astonishment. She .was, he thcAjght, ^ y shoulders,-gripping them till snow, exploring the great swamp be- 
Now and then, at the turnings, he j> or timbers, carted to Camden, so small and so serenely sweet to shc winced. Stop it, Lucy,” he com- j ow tke hill where- the cedars had 

called a command to the horses or ran Tfte Moofe pajd , ]lm 5 5i 3 oo. look upon that there was something ma " ded ’ . ■ - been stripped of browse by the moose 

ahead to tug at their reins. . . . Incongruous In iier profanity. But 1 w-on t. she cried. Xet go of that wintered there. He found where 

lie was doing two men’s work and Mttore had thought the figure high. hfi d|d „ ot speak of Mg thousht at I * n ®, ...... j. j deer were yarded and took her to the 

doing it with vefy little effort. His but there, was In the man a hunger that time; said merely: , _ *'® e your nolsa.” lie said, no place, and once they caught glimpses 

voice, pitched musically, curried far f or contact with' the soil. His father “Why, that’s too bad. I thought loudly than before. But tha in- 0 f the startled creatures bounding 

across the still hillside on this quiet harked you were retting to like lt/*maybe % “ ffl8 j en ^ e ln h ‘ B voice Ct^straiqed iier, away through, the cumbering snow, 

morning; and the whir of. the duster ro hls youtMui ^ys in remfnU And so passed on/leaving her curl- ""uVped a^Tnst Mm"' Z and I There was a deepening understand- 

carried farther. The spouting clouds of n ]at . r yearo . H |a ‘‘“ s »y chastened by his very mildness. h-Tfafntlna shaken and n:g between these two; when they 

heavy dust rose above the trees, to set- dea ,j| }eft Moore ‘some fifty-two hun- % Ther ® was an Interminable same- ha,f minim* . were together she talked almost con- 

Ue swiftly down again. Lucia Moore do n ar8 and mad , it possible for ne3B ln «»'• days. To rise early, to do * '' You can '‘ talk ‘" a ‘ War."- If* told stantly and he scarcely at all, but she 

heard his voice, heard the dusters pur- escape from the small store *h« morning chores, and cook, and h * r ’ " It,s n0 "'^’ V *° taIk ’ You eot oould read his silences and he un- 

ring, punctuated by the bark of the ex- Tun for yea „ , n Some „ine cat. and wash dishes, and dust, and *° b * a Bport ’ U ' 8 a part of the bu8 ‘- derstond her fountainlike loquacity, 

hanst: she looked in his direction and ’ ...__ . ... .... cook, and eat and wash dishes and ness - Huey. Now you go In the house Through a keener understanding she 


sick, with your lies. Oil, I hate this small creatures of the forest. 

farm. I hate the damned trees-t-” mar king where a partridge had left 

Johnny surprised her. He took her a delicate tracery of footprints in the 
by the shoulders, gripping them till 8noff , exploring the great swamp be- 
she winced. S+op It. Lucy, ’ he com- j ow the hill where the cedars had 
m ?.r Cd * . been stripped of browse by the moose 

“I wont, she cried. ‘Xet go of that.wintered there. He found where 
m ® _ ...... deer were yarded and took her to the 

“Be still your noisa." lie said, no place, and once they caught glimpses 


There was a deepening qnderstand- 


got l oould read hia 


haust; she looked in his direction ana 
saw the violently spouting dust hnd 


at a yearly profit less than he might cook « and eat. and waah dishes, and 


wondered whqhe was and vihat he uas and h|8 wlfe perceived by dlBhea, and read the paper, and go ^ reakfa8 ^ 1 to talk to jour and woods which were his world; she 

doing. Shc ha?an uncontrolled curios- . fumlngly to bed This was Lucia’s fathcr * °° a *ong. was, by slow degrees, forgetting the 

ity and after a few moments her awak- that time that Lucia—they had chrls- * Her father watched her, and his mG re obvious pleasures of her life be- 

cned Interest brought her down the hill, tened her Lucy was a problem in ‘ because ft is imnonslM* in hnM fac ® waB white wlth surprise and fore she came to Fraternity to dwell. 

She entered the orchard at the side need of solving. Lucia liked moving *1***1™*^ ron8ternation . But Lucy turned and Thcy wcre for tho m08t part ^ as 

where the Wolf Rivers were planted, a pictures, and dancing, and boys, and th©r© v>ri> Lir« trh.n went obediently into the house, and much isolated as though they lived 

hundred trees of them, the fruit already she waa not strong. Country life, • J .. . ° * be looked after her and looked at upon an island in the sea, for, save 

tilling and coloring. Johnny’s father they thought, would be good for her; B pp> • J* are ll0urs Johnny Dree, and Johnny grinned, a ^ for tho nightly gatherings at Will 

had set out this small orchard with dls- and. Moore did not cavil at Dan wh8s } 8h * , foun ^ ®®? et ( h,n t f jj ke ple “ 8 * little sheepishly. Bissell’s store. Fraternity folk are 

cretlon; a hundred Wolf Rivers, a hun- Howe’s price. Save for a few hun- ^ r ® ln this ordered simplicity or life. “You see,” he said, ignoring what not overly social in their inclinations, 
dred Starks, a hundred Ben Davlres. dred dollars, he put the remainder ^ ow a «d then JOhnny came in of an liad happened. “Thing is, j*ou can Once he took her to a grange dance. 

Hardy apples, easily tended, easily han- of. his legacy, and his own savings, evening, and aat Jn the dining-room ra i se some garden 6tuff and some and she found him surprisingly ade- 

dled. easily marketed. Wolf Rivers for into a newly . organised automobile wtth them all and talked with her chickens and things, and get along, quate in this new role, found an un¬ 
fancy trade, for the great city hotels to company which seemed *to him prom- *®ther about apple trees, and Lucia We're due for a good year next year.” suspected pleasure in the rustic 

bake and to serve, crispy browned, with iaing, and came-to/the hills above liked, at first, to. practice..her small Walter Moore nodded. “That’s all! merrymaking she would, two years 
rich cream; Starks and Ben Davises for Fraternity. .V * * *• cajoleries upon him. Ke Quickly be- right,” he assented, and looked again before, have soorned. 

.keeping through the winter. Since then he' had been learning * an to caI1 her Lucia, then Lucy as at tho door through .which Lucy had) Johnny did not smoke, and she 

Johnny was in the middle of the by experience tlial a horse which can her father and mother did.* She pre- gone. “But I’d like to shake hands { asked him why; he said he didn’t 
Starks when he saw Lucia coming to- be bought for seventy dollars is prob- ■ . , - 

ward him among the trees. After the ably not worth it, and that pigs can- _ | { ' * , y J_ T 

fashion of the countryside, he looked at no t profitably be raised with no milk * *** __ B | - ( ,] ;i t) I — 


sew. and cook, and eat, and wash and vash your fac ® and help wlth } found matters to love in these hills 


want to waste the money. Yet once 
when he went to East. Harbor he 
brought her a flower In a pot, and 
vt’.hen shc asked him if that wasn’t 
wasting money he smiled a little and 
said he did not think it was. 

One day, to torment him. she cried: 
"I'd give a lot for a cigarette. I 
haven’t had one for days* Will you 
get me some next time you’re at the 
store? . I don’t dare buy them there." 

Johnny merely smiled at' her and 
replied:. "I* guess if you over did 
smoke them, you don’t'any more." 

Ono day her snowshoe caught on a 
broken stub and threw her forward 
into the snow. She said, "Oh, damn!" 
More in Jest than in anger. Lifting 
her'to her feet, he commented: 

“I shouldn’t think a girl would 
swear much." 

"I like to," she Insisted. "It makes 
me feel good when I’m mad." 

"I never could see it helped me 
any,” he rejoined, mildly enough. But 
she thereafter guarded her tongue, 
until the necessity for restraint had 
disappeared. Self-discipline was ono 
of the things she learned from 
Johnny.' 

You could hardly say they had a 
romance. They grew together, as 
naturally* as stock and scion grafted 
by his skillful hands. They had this 
great community of interest in the 
trees which were his work, w*hich 
she had come to love. Their forward- 
looking eyes w«rre centered on the 
harvest time, now a scant j'ear away, 
when the fruition of their labors 
could bo expected; and their expec¬ 
tations were tranquil and serene. 

They talked, sometimes, of what he 
mean to make of his life. "You 
won’t always be a farmer, will you?” 
she asked. 

"I guess I will." he told her. 

"Slaving away here?" 

He smiled a little. "There's a man 
up in Wlnterport," he said. "He 
planted some apple trees twenty 
years ago, and more and more since, 
and he’s got 10,000 trees now. I went 
up there two yeafs ago on the orchard 
tour the farm bureau runs. He 
cleared over twenty thousand dollars 
that year on his apples. 

"Ten thousand trees. I’ve only got 
400; but I'm putting in 200 more next 
spring, and more when I can, and 
my land is better than his, and 
there's more around me I can buy. 
It’s clean work. You can learn a lot 
from an apple tree, and eating apples 
never did anybody much harm. And 
you’ve time for thinking, while you 
work on the trees - " 

She slipped her hand through his 
arm in understanding.' as thej' 
tramped along. 




season, and not before. * And the air 
was full of the hum of the bees as 
they-went to ahd fro upon their mys¬ 
terious mating of the trees. The color 
of the blossoms,, faintly glowing, was 
in Lucy's cheeks; the wander of the 
springtime ln her eyes while she walk¬ 
ed here and there with Johnny about 
his tasks. 

When the petals fluttered down, it 
became at once apparent that the ap¬ 
ples had set In great profusion; and 
through the summer they watched the 
fruit swell and take form and color, 
and now and then they pared the skin 
away from an apple to see tlie white, 
sweet meat inside. 

Johnny began to pick Wolf Rivers 
early, choosing the largest and reddest 
fruit; yet it seemed he had no sooner 
picked one apple than another swelled 
to take the place of two. Toward the 
summer’s end they knew that the crop 
would be enormous. And this was one 
of those years when elsewhere 
orchards had failed, so that prices were 
enhanced and buyers were eager. 

One day In October, on© Sunday af¬ 
ternoon, when Johnny and Lucy had 
gone up the hill to have dinner with 
the older folk, Johnny and Walter 
Moore walked into the orchard and 
surveyed the trees. 

"A big year," Johnny said. "The 
biggest I ever saw. Your apples will 
bring you close to seven hundred dol¬ 
lars." 

Moore nodded. "It makes me—kind 
of humble," he said. "It doesn’t seem 
possible. And—it’s so different from 
what my life has been. So great a 
change, these last two years-" 

Johnny looked up at him. “You’ve 
told me," he assented. And he smiled 


a little. "You know, I've said to Lucy 
sometimes, you can learn a lot from 
an apple tree. If it’s got grass ar.«l 
weeds around its roots, they starve it 
for water; and the scale and the aphii 
and the borer hurt it; and the suck»*i ; 
waste Its strength. 

"You were kind of like that, when 
you came up here. You’d been crowd¬ 
ed In with a lot. of other folks—grass 
and weeds around you, cutting off the 
air and the good things you needed. 

"And the way you lived, there were 
all sorts of things hurting >*ou; no 
exercise, and no time to yourself, and 
Lucy's dancing all night, and smoking, 
and your Inside work and all, the way 
the bugs hurt a tree-.’* He smiled apolo¬ 
getically. "And things like that auto¬ 
mobile stock of yours, sucking your 
money the way suckers drain a tree-’ 

"That’s right;” Moore agreed. "I 
couldn’t see It then; but I felt it, even 
then. And I couldn't believe these 
trees would come back, any more than 
I expected to be so different, tnys^ f, 
up here. I feel new, and strong, now. 
Like the trees. All the wasteful thin:.?j 
trimmed out of our lives.. Mrs. Moore 
was never so well. And Lucy—I have 
to thank you for Lucy, Dree. She use 1 
to worry me. She doesn’t, now*." 

Johnny, looking off across the o - 
chard, saw his wife and her mother 
coming toward them. Mrs. Moore ere *t 
where she had drooped, laughing whc*» 
she had been sad; and Lucy, full wish 
the promise of the greatest fruition 
of all. 

! "Aye." he said," with the reverent 
honesty of a man who sees beautj* in 
all the growth of life. “Aye, Lucy's 
like the trees. She's come to bearing 
now." 

(Copyright, 1924.) 
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her with frank curiosity, lie had seen t o feed them, and that the directions ! 
her at some distance, once or twice be- | n printed manuals of the art of j 
fore, since Walter Moore bought the -arnihift are not so complete and so j 
run-down farm on the hilltop above Ills reliable as-they seem, 
orchard. Had summarized his Imprest- jj e v . as not a practical man. Even 
stons of rouge,’ plucked brows, short the aut omobIIe Investment had turned 
dresses In a single phrase. "A city out badly; the company was now 
girl." There was no malice ln the aj>- quietly defunct, without even the for- 
pellation; It was simply a classIflcatWg.’ mamy cf a receiver. And he owed 
Her approach now did not embattt^jte a mounUnK bill at Will Blssell’s 


~ .Ln 4 

laam 



him: there Is a self-respect m. such w*n 3torf . , f , t had bee „ ‘ pa8 , lbIe he 
not easily disturbed. * -- a - - - 


would have escaped from the farm 1 


She had paused between • two trees and n . tu ™ed to bonds*., but no on. 
at a point he was approaching and uW b the plaee> and hls debt8 
when he came near where she stood - 
ho stopped the horses and waited for ’ 

her to speak her errand. 11 , Luo ‘ a - ahe , ha ?- “ lppeared ’ 

^ a ^ ^ some grain of. sense In her—who.suff- 

. gested one day that he might raise 

T UCIA looked at him curiously. She app j eB “johnny Dree does.” she ex¬ 
tras Just twenty years old. but he plalned . TMg wa8 ln earIy ( aII , and 
was only two or three years older, and Ehe had Men Johnny once or tTrtc , 
she was used to boys. Hls overalls Klnce that first encounter—at her In- 


, , , _ . since iniu urai ruwuuicr—w in- a 

were patched and faded from much atabce and not at hie. Also she had 
washing; Ids blue shirt seemed asked questions, surprisingly shrewd, 
free, and clean: she thought him nice r j ep fathap nodde(1 . "„ e ’ a eot J 

looking, and when Bhe was sure of_. ... 1 

this, Bmlled most daxztngly. Johnny * k 

SM ,h “ eml, ‘ “ nd 

"How do you do?" * 8a *» >°“ C “ p,Ck ' th ! b !*; 


m 


d 'Tie’s.. been picking Wolf Rivers 
right along,” said-Lucia wisely. "He 
» says you can pick-the'blg ones anil 


•Tlowdo, Miss Moore,” Johnny re¬ 
plied. 

Her eyes widened in a pretty affec¬ 
tation. "Oh, how did you know my 

name?” 


the- others -*U1 grow to- maks up for 
It, and he’s going to have hundreds of 
barrels to" -sfll next^month.* ■* ; 

•Tvs look at our trees," her. father 
told her. "The apples aren't good for 


Hls lips were inscrutable, but hls anything but cider.- Full '-of worms 
eyes were amused. "I guess everybody arid things." .... 

around here knows you." "Johnny Dre'e says you've got to 

She pouted a little. ‘That doesn't take care/of a tree." she Jfislst'ed lm- 


sound nice." 


I patiently.. "But he says- 


“It don't do any harm," he sold I&etflfatefe. ’ seeking to remember th* 
equably; and she was a little dlsap- w'ord he had used, "he says your^trees 
pointed, had expected flattery. She afe good,'thrift? stoCkT." ' * ,y ' - 

pointed to the machine whose engine " "Intakes years to make an orchard, 
still racketed. . Lucy," he said wearily. " •'You’re talk- 

"What's that?" ing about 'impossible things." 

"A duster," he told her. "Kills the The swift temper which sometimes 
bugs on the trees." . possessed the glrL flamed up at him. 

Bhe made a grimace. "I should think “You make me sick!" ahe cried. "You 
it would. But what a nasty way to j U8 t B It back and let'the world walk 
do. Smoother them with that dust." ever yqu. You’ve stuck yourself with 
He did smile this time. "The dust's this damned farm, and now you're 
poison,”'he explained. "It sticks to the g 0 i 0 g to slt still and let it smother 
leaves and they eat it with the leaves, y 0l ^ Why' don’t you try to do some- 
and it kills them.” thing anyway? Johnny ’says you’ve 

"Why?’’ she asked. orchard land as there is. But 

He understood that she was Inter- JuBt , ook wliq and thl ^ k 

ested not in the process but the reason £ now , t al , and won . t do anythll4g “ 
for it. "Bo they won t hurt the trees, JI(jr mot her said wearily: "Lucy', 
so the trees will bear better.' be told yan OUKhtn 't to swear at-ybur father." 

’’2* —«-“• “- 

He turned away, and she thought he stubborn row. . _ > 

smiled. "That's right." he agreed. .Moore wiped Ws^forehe^ with hi. 
She looked around her. "And there handkerchief and amlled Weakly. ^ I 
are lota more apples on your trees than guess I m a failure, all^rlfcht, Lucia, - 
on ours, too." - he agreed. ^"Xoiffe rlght to swear at 

'That's because I dust ’em and spray » father like me." ■ 


fi® 


! -'V 



••' '^ J sow 


'em and tak* rare of them," r he said. I t At hls.humility';her^revulaloii^as» ^...: 

. , ' ■ , ■ -v- •' ’ ... ■*.; .. ,v ‘ j... !*/.’?.' ■: ,-u.wrt. . . - ..<*i ^ ‘ ■ ■ - ' . ---- 


JN December, his mother, who had 
suffered for half a dozen years 
from a mysterious weakness of the 
heart, was taken sick with what at 
first seemed a slight cold. In earlj* 
it January she died. Walter Moore and 
hls wife and Lucy were among those 
i who followed the little cortege to the 
: receiving tomb where—because the 
frost had fortified the earth against 
the digging of a grave—his mother's 
body would lie till spring. 

Lucy was mysteriously moved by 
the pity of this—that a woman should 
die and yet be kept waiting for her 
final sweet repose in the t bosom of the 
earth. After supper that evening she 
drew on her coat and heavy over¬ 
shoes and muffled her head against 
the bitter wind that blew. "I’m going 
down to cheer up Johnny, mamma," 
she said. 

Moore and his wife, when the door 
bad closed behind her, looked at each 
other with deep understanding. 
•Well." he said, "I . guess Lucy’s 
gone." ■ 

, But his wife-smiled through misty 
eyes. "She’s come back to us these 
last two years," she said. "No matter 
what happens, she can’t really go 
away again." ’ .... 

Down at Johnny’s house Lucy 
knocked , at the kitchen door and 
Johnny let .her In. He was washing 
dishes and fritting then? away. "I’ve 
finished supper, just finished supper,” 
he said awkwardly. 

"I wanted to comfort you, Johnny," 
Lucy told him. 

He looked at her, rubbing his plate 
In his bands with the cloth. "That's 
—mighty nice,” he said. 

"You mustn’t be unhappy. I don’t 
want, you to be unhappy," .she ex¬ 
plained, still standing Just within the 
dour- She was plucking away her 
wraps, laid her coat aside. 

•‘‘you’re a.mighty sweet girl," Johnny 
told her, rubbing hls plate as though 
the motion of hls bands had hypno¬ 
tized him. f 

"I want to take care of you," said 
Lucy, v ■ 

Johnny considered, and .saw that she 
had come & little nearer where he 
stood. "I guess It would be nice If w© 
got married," he suggested. "Wouldn’t 
it?" 

Luoy suddenly smiled, tenderly I 
amused at him. Her eyes, foil of; 
tears, were dancing. "I think it would 
be nice, Johnny." she agreed. And, 
moved a little nearer still.. She did not j 
have to go all the way. 

The plate, unbroken by its fall, rolled 
across the floor toward the stove, and 
tilted over there, and whirled to rest 
like a dying top, oscillating to and fro 
on its rim with a sound faintly like 
the sound of bells. 

♦ * * * 

'T'HEY were married, ln March; and 
as though upon a signal, winter 
drew back from the land, -taking with 
it the'snow; and ln due time the grass 
burst up through the sod, and the buds 
swelled more swiftly. It seemed to- 
these two, than they had ever swelled 
beforo. 

Tot It wa« tm tso warm; tha v blos¬ 
soms ln the’ orchards came In their 

• X p t » - V * - • i * ■ 
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P ROBABLY there Isn’t a tougher 
customer than Pietro Corbelll 
from La Bomba to Panama. 
Murderer, smuggler, pirate; 
there is not a major crime of which 
he has not been accused—and justly, 
without doubt. 

Yet this laughing monster who 
courses the little known waters of 
the Gulf of California possesses his 
fatal' Achilles heel. T was among 
those present when this, his single 
weak spot in an armor of wickedness, 
was pierced. 

Corbelll, you must know, is skipper 
of a gasolina, a forty-foot power 
boat which makes the *run with pas¬ 
sengers and malls from Guavmas, the 
port of Sonora suite, across the gulf 
and down the desert coast of the 
peninsula of Lower California to La 
P^z, the quaint old capital city. 
Santa Rosalia. Muleje, Loreto—-these 
orphan porls in a dead land know 
the kneel of Pietro Corbelli’s launch. 
On rare occasions a larger craft, 
called by courtesy a steamer, makes 
the same run, but ordinarily the trav¬ 
eler who would go from Guaymas to 
the Lower California coast must ac¬ 
commodate himself to the Spartan 
simplicity of transportation offered 
by Corbelll. 

Before I intrusted myself to the 
gasolina, a Mexican gentleman in 
Guaymas, to whom I bore a letter of 
Introduction, dined me quite sumptu¬ 
ously. During the course of the meal 
he regaled me with stories of Cor- ; 
belli's notorious rascalities. One ln 
especial "gave me pause," as the old- 
time editors used to say. 

Corbelli. he said, once had made a 
very pretty thing out of the business 
of running Chinamen from Ensenada, 
a Pacific port of the peninsula about 


and cast the body overboard. ' Wh* n 
! the American officers boarded ai 1 
| searched his craft they found one 
Chinese shoe below deck—that xv. •> 
j all." 

I So much for my introduction iq 
J Corbelli. I sailed with him next day 
with the most curiously assorted 
deckload of human zoo it ever has 
been my good fortune to meet—h*i 
elderly Mexican lady, who smoked 
cigars and was constantly weeping, 
for she was but recently widowed; a 
soldier with his wife, five children, a 
pig and a parrot; a painted waif fro:n 
Guaj’mas dance halls, ordered by au¬ 
thorities to quit the town. Aye, we 
were a congenial company. 

Corbelll was the life of the part>. 


“HO, CH1NITO,” HE CALLED IN THAT LAUGHING VOICE OF HIS. ; r 


a hundred miles below the line, up 
to American waters, where at night 
they would be smuggled a-shore some¬ 
where south of San Diego. A hun¬ 
dred dollars gold per head was Cor- 
belli’s net profit on this human 
freight. Well worth the risk of be¬ 
ing-overhauled by an American reve¬ 
nue cutter. 

But Corbelli made ono trip too 
many,, my .Mexican* host went on to 
say. With twenty-two Chinamen be¬ 
low’ hatch and* destination not fifty 
miles ahead, .a revenue cutter sud¬ 
denly'popped out of a cove in the 
shore lirte and made to cut Corbelli’s 
launch off. It was drawing to dusk. 
The pirate of the gasolina believed 
•lie could muke a run for it and 
escape. In less than half an hour he 
became assured he could not. A shot 
across his bow from the cutter, two 
miles off. hastened his arrival at this 
conclusion. 

"Then our little friend took a heavy 
monkey wrench from the engine pit 
and went to the hatch which covered 
the Chinese. ‘Ho, Chlntto,' he called 
in that" laughing voice of his, and 
as one by one the Chinamen climbed 
the ladder to the de6k he struck 
oach on the head with the wrench 


A big fellow; handsome, after that, 
reckless, dashing manner Howard 
Pyle has set for his pirates; he had 
rings in his ears. One sunset ho toe* n 
the Mexican soldier’s guitar, and sang 
serenades in Spanish and Italian—the • 
latter was his native tongue. As l 
watched him in the growing dusk 
that guitar shrank to the size of a 
wrench and the words of tho song be¬ 
come, "Ho, Chinlto! Ho Chlnlto!" 

We came to Loreto and went 
swarming ashore in a dugout canoc. 

A Syrian rug peddler and I went to 
the cantina owned by Mow Chin Lons 
to drink warm beer. Then we stroll¬ 
ed down the single palm-shaded 
street of the. fusty *o)d village. 

In a house a little apart was a 
sudden uproar—screams* curses. The. 
door burst open and out dashed Pietro 
Corbelll, Ills arms swinging protec¬ 
tively over liis head. Behind him, 
like an infuriated water buffalo, 
trundled a mountain of a woman. Ill 
one hand she held poised a knife with 
a b.ade more than a foot long. 

"It is custom, this scene," said the 
Syrian rug peddler in Spanish. "It 
occurs whenever Corbelli comes to 
port. That is his wife." 

. iCopjrifiht, 1024.) . • * 







